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her. Suddenly she announced, "Maundell What d' y5 call
him, you know: Maundell Newgate, the nasty little bottle-
party journalist, says that you're a poet as well as a philo-
sopher, Mr Gubbins".

"Yes, but wait till I've finished this pie." Juicy shot out,
"The trouble is not so much that evil is made a plaything as
that playthings are made evil by being mistaken for serious
pursuits". Segment by segment the cold pie disappeared.
"More beer/' he said at last, "quarts all round, and a gallon
for yourself, Susie.55

The company, mostly farmers and smallholders, were
roused to expectation. They had seen Juicy before. "Cogito
ergo what-not," he said, offering his baccy-pouch to Mrs
Fotheringay. "Nascuntur poetae^ fiunt oratores. I'm a philo-
sopher :

I often wonder as I go
What makes the little daisies grow:
And when I die, as die I must
And all my bones return to dust.
Some other fool will want to know
What makes the little daisies grow.

But a biologist wrote that. To the natterjack or nitwit, the
simple unintellectual innocent, immaculate and unthurified,
the man like you and me, Mrs Fotheringay, integer vitae sceleris*
que puruSy there can be but one answer-----"

The cyclist in the far corner interrupted nervously: "This
is rather out of my sphere, but-----"

"Spheres in themselves are of comparatively little in-
terest", said Juicy severely. "But a sphere out of itself is no
longer self-centred; it is, as it were, decentralised. Music they
produce at all times, but their symphonies are silly, their
harmonies are hackneyed, and their melodies are muck.
Which brings me to the inner heart or nucleus of this dis-
quisition. Tucket. A sound of horns and motors. Enter the
Solar System, a polythalamous popsy-wopsy serenely sus-
pended on love alone. On Love., Ladies and Gentlemen.